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SAVING SHECKY PUTZENKROFT! 


Shecky Putzenkroft is the guy you hate to love: Goofy, funny 
like banana underwear, a bit behind the curve. Hey, and he’s not 
great with the finances, but easy on the eyes as they say. 


Shecky works at a big city Manhattan conglomerate his uncle 
owns. His uncle woulda fired Shecky moons ago, but family’s 
family, right? So the job of Folder Counter came to be. 


Yes, Folder Counter. And count Shecky does. Shecky loves to 
count. His hero? The Count, from Sesame Street. Favorite toy? 
Pocket calculator. On a date he counts teeth in a fork, at the 
dinner table. Not a hot item on the local dating scene. 


Shecky’s boss, Osco Gluteus, well he’s a mean bastard and 
funny-lookin’, too. Osco can’t wait for a chance to finally get 
Shecky on the ropes and outta the company dime. But with Shecky’s 
uncle in the mix, Osco can’t do jack. This makes Osco mad. 


Every work day at 5:30 PM, Shecky jumps off the city bus and 
slides into the corner candy store, the Sugar Luvin’. Inside is 
the owner’s daughter, Candy, cutest thing on two legs, ever. 


Shecky loves Candy but he’s way too shy to say or do 
anything. Instead he counts one piece of every kind of candy 
outta every single bin, every day. Which sweet little Candy is 
happy to bag. If only Shecky would make with some eye contact! 
But he does hear Candy talk about her two-week trip to Rome, 
Italy, and is she excited! Been savin’-up the clams for years. 


Shecky leaves the shoppe, says “Italy” over and over, 
licking his chops and daydreaming himself as various hunky 
Italian guys in various hero gigs... 


Anyway, Shecky’s uncle has a big ol’ heart attack and dies. 
Damn. Shecky really loved that old uncle. Only family he ever had 
except for maybe the kid downstairs, who Shecky talks with all 
the time and gives most of his candy to. Shecky and that kid get 
along great. Shecky even gives the kid’s live-in grandma a couple 
bucks here and there. It helps. 


Not that Shecky’s got much to give. 


Next day brings the bad news: With Shecky’s uncle gone south 
the whole company sells out. And wouldn’t you know the new owners 
don’t need a Folder Counter? Shecky’s in a hard spot. And he’s 
just about broke, because most of his cash goes to the Sugar 
Luvin’ and the downstairs grandma. 


On his way home from no job, Shecky stops in front of the 
Sugar Luvin’ and right away he moves on, feelin’ low because he 
hasn’t got two cents for Candy’s candy. 


Shecky gets back to his flop house, goes to bed. He puts his 
wallet on the nightstand, counts the pitiful money inside: Two 
lousy one-dollar bills and a Chuck-E-Cheese token. 


Off he goes to dreamland. Shecky finds himself in a banged- 
up black & white movie. He’s the captain of a big pirate ship 
made from one hell of a lot of candy glued together. Shecky tells 
his pirate-looking crew to fire whipped-cream cannons at a giant 
corporate filing cabinet off the port bow. 


Shecky makes his ship sneak alongside the cabinet. Boom goes 
the whipped-cream! Shecky’s crew does a little boarding action. 
But then all kinds of guys come popping out of the cabinet. 
Hundreds of guys, and they all look like Osco Gluteus, with huge 
old fashioned pump-cans of bug spray. They hose-down Shecky’s 
crew. Psshht, psshht! 


Two Oscos separate and corner Shecky. Both have giant pink 
and purple feathers in their meaty hands, and they mean to tickle 
Shecky raw. They pounce, but we don’t see them tickling. We do 
hear Shecky laughing, though. Wailing and begging. 


Back in reality, Shecky’s flopping around and screaming in 
bed, with somebody banging on the door. Shecky gets up and covers 
himself in a blanket. 


Shecky goes to the door: The kid downstairs is here, wonders 
if Shecky’s okay. Shecky says he’s fine and he’s sorry for the 
noise. The kid wants to know if Shecky will come out and toss a 
baseball. Shecky says he can’t, tells him goodbye. 


Shecky goes back to his bed and he’s not sure what to do. He 
eyes a wall calendar, sees the date: RENT TODAY. Cheese-and- 
potato, now what?! Shecky dresses, walks down the street. He’s 
pretty hungry. 


Shecky passes a chicken place called The Chicken Monkey, 
where the workers all have rooster hats with roster combs and 
wear pinned-on monkey tails. He scans the menu from outside: 
“Scratchy Monkey Chicken Patty, $1.99.” 


Only $1.99! Saved! Shecky goes in. The place has piped-in 
ambient sound, a bunch of clucking chickens and jungle noise. 
It’s so loud Shecky has to scream his order to a guy that looks 
like a retired football player on the bottle. 


Shecky pulls his wallet, gives the cashier all his money for 
the $1.99 chicken patty from the bills he counted the night 
before. But the stack of wallet cash is way bigger than it was! 


Shecky pulls his hand back. He’s scared. He looks at the 
cashier with wide eyes. In a sort of trance, he gives the guy a 
$100 bill from the top. The guy shakes his head but takes the 
bill, anyway. Shecky smiles like an idiot. 


A little later, Shecky’s running home. He’s super-paranoid 
by now. Damn. He dives into an alley, makes sure he’s out of 
Sight. He pulls his wallet, removes the bills and counts. It’s a 
stack of 50 one-hundred dollar bills, crispy and clean like they 
was cut from the treasury. Shecky can’t believe it. A $5000 stack 
so neat, so small... 


He runs from the alley, right into a mugger. Classic bad guy 
with Lone Ranger mask and striped shirt, even. Shecky hands him 
the cash, but the mugger wants the chicken patty, too. While 
Shecky watches, the mugger takes a big bite of the patty, chews, 
swallows, hands it back: “Second thoughts.” 


Shecky’s at home now, and he finished his chicken. Apartment 
manager shows, wants to know where the rent is. Shecky says his 
uncle didn’t sign his paycheck yet. The manager thinks it’s phony 
and leaves, warns Shecky to put up or get out. Pronto. 


Shecky crawls back to bed, falls asleep. He dreams he’s ina 
giant candy-striped highchair, dressed in baby clothes with a 
shovel-sized wooden spoon. A huge, fake female hand with rainbow- 
painted nails lowers a big bowl his direction. Shecky licks his 
chops, puts his spoon in the bowl. Out pops Osco, with a squirt 
gun full of blue paint. Osco blasts Shecky, who then cries like 
a...well, like a big blue baby. 


Shecky wakes, grabs his head. “I’m still so hungry.” He 
looks at his wallet. “Maybe I hid a quarter in there somewhere. 
Buy some gum.” He examines the wallet, finds no quarter. 


Then he checks the bills area, and lo! Another fresh stack 
of hundreds. Fifty of ‘em. 


Shecky can’t believe it. He counts: $5000. He puts his 
wallet back, curls-up in his covers, scared. Then he sneaks-up on 
the wallet, removes a single bill and dashes out the door. 


Later, Shecky’s in his room with a whole bunch of Chicken 
Monkey food. He eats like a pig. He goes back to his wallet, 
flips through the bills. He pulls six more, goes down and pays 
the rent. He gives the other two to the kid downstairs. He goes 
back upstairs, sits in his unmade bed. “Well, wherever that came 
from, it sure did help.” Off to sleep. 


He dreams he’s a living bust of a dead Ben Franklin inside a 
giant wooden hundred dollar bill fagade, with fancy “Hail to the 
Chief” music all over. The entire facade falls forward and 
smashes to the ground and there’s Shecky, nude as a jaybird. With 
his naughties covered, of course. Shecky runs away, and we catch 
a look at his bare caboose, pushing the picture’s G-rating to PG- 
13 for sure. 


Shecky wakes, brushes his teeth. He goes to his wallet, 
counts: $5000. He counts again: $5000. Holy Baloney! Now he’s 
really spooked. He removes $500, counts it out in front of him. 
He checks his wallet again. 


$5000. 


He looks around suspiciously. He removes another $500, puts 
it with the other $500, then counts the bills in his wallet. 


$5000. 

“Magic wallet!!” 

He gives the kid downstairs $5000. Kid thinks it’s from an 
inkjet, but he’1ll find out, right? Shecky goes to the Sugar 


Luvin’, but Candy’s gone, along with her family. Vacation. 


“Italy!” Shecky goes on a spree. He flies to Rome (first 
class, of course) and really starts livin’. 


Like a silly James Bond, Shecky stays in a fancy hotel, buys 
fancy clothes, buys an electric Ferrari (SF90 Stradale; only half 
electric, but hey)... 


Shecky gives money away, right on the streets. He learns 
Eye-talian badly, plays guitar badly in a public shopping area, 
with a rose in his mouth. Everybody loves him...what with his 
expensive, open-shirted suit and sockless feet in Gucci shoes. 


And every time Shecky needs cash, the wallet provides the 
green...five-thou at a time. “Magic wallet!!” 


In a quiet moment, Shecky searches for Candy while he 
carries a big box of candy and some “oh so fabulous” flowers. 
Alas, he don’t find her. He sorta gives-up, goes back to his 
fancy hotel valet in his fancy half-electric sports car. He 
drives pretty badly, though. Ever seen WOLF OF WALL STREET? Not 
that bad, but bad. 


So with all this dough and 5-star travel, Shecky ain’t 
really happy. He wants his simple life. And Candy, too. 


Next day at breakfast: Shecky wears Lew Wasserman sunglasses 
and a suit with ascot. He faux-reads a copy a copy of Spaghetti 
Totalita, when guess who walks by, taking pictures of all the 
fancy folk...? 


Candy! 


Shecky leaps up, intercepts her. She can’t believe it’s him. 
He tells her he got a new job, and the pay’s been real good. He 
wants to take her to dinner, and does so...but in Shecky’s 
current mode of living. Which, of course, is so not him. 


Candy is disappointed to say the least. Who is this guy? He 
was never like this before. Candy says Shecky’s been lying about 
his life. She’s polite enough, but for sure she feels conned. She 
leaves. Shecky looks like he’s gonna die. 


Shecky doesn’t see it, but watching from not too far away is 
a cool George Clooney-type guy in a chic outfit, complete with 
white wool trench and a glass cane. He smiles just like Clooney 
would, if we could afford him. 


Wait! The guy’s got two tiny horns on his peppery grey- 
haired head. That’s not George. That’s The Devil! 


Later: Shecky’s in his room, decides to check-out. He’s 
bummed about Candy and mad at himself, too. He calls for the 
final bill: $23,575.04. Shecky’s not too concerned. He pulls his 
magic wallet. 


Empty. 


Shecky can’t believe it! He opens the wallet again and 
again. Damned thing is cleaned-out every time. Shecky panics, 
doesn’t know what to do. He has a quick fantasy where he’s leg- 
chained to a pizza oven, dressed in Johnny Cash prison garb, a 
huge chunk of wet dough in hand. An Osco Gluteus jailer cracks a 
whip at him, yells “Stupido!” over and over in Italian. Like Ron 
Perlman in NAME OF THE ROSE. Remember that? 


Shecky tosses the wet dough badly in the air. A crowd of 
well-dressed Italian men and women jeer him, throw newspapers. 


Shecky snaps to, hears a knock at the door. He peeks out. 
It’s the George Clooney guy. 


“Who are you?” 
“Well, I’m not George Clooney.” 


The man tells Shecky they have business. Something about a 
“Magic Wallet”. He wants Shecky to meet him downstairs in the 
hotel café, five minutes. 


Five minutes later, Shecky walks down to the hotel café, his 
incognito lookin’ pretty bad. Shecky sees George Clooney at a 
small table, doing Nespresso. Shecky joins, and finally sees the 
funny horns on the man’s head. 


“Been a month since Halloween,” says Shecky. The man sighs, 
seems wistful. “Yeah. Love that time of year.” 


The man tells Shecky he’s come to collect all the money 
Shecky’s used. But Shecky don’t get it. Oh, yeah! Forgot to 
mention that all the people walkin’ by think Shecky’s talking to 
thin air. That’s right: Shecky’s Nespresso pal is invisible! 


Clooney tells Shecky he’s The Devil. As should be obvious. 
Devil explains that the money only appeared in Shecky’s wallet by 
his personal command. Since Shecky used it, Shecky must give The 
Devil his due...one way or another. 


Shecky protests. How was he supposed to know? He’s stupido! 


The Devil, sly-dog, asks Shecky what would happen if money 
appeared in his personal bank? If he used it, the IRS wouldn’t 
care where the money came from, only that Shecky used it when it 
wasn’t his to use. Off to jail he’d go. 


Shecky’s dumbfounded, but knows he got tricked. “What do you 
want from me, Mr. Devil?” 


The Devil has three tasks Shecky’s gotta perform. If and 
when he completes ‘em all, The Devil will forgive his debt. If 
Shecky fails, debt will be due...and Skecky’1l go to a warm place 
with lots of very hard work to be done— enough to last a 
lifetime, or more. 


Shecky can’t really argue, so he agrees. The Devil tells 
Shecky the magic wallet will now work again, but not like before: 
It will only produce exactly as much money as Shecky needs for a 
given task, rounded-up. No more, no less. 


“So what’s the first task?” 


CUT TO: Later on, Shecky enters an Italian elementary 
school, dressed like a teacher. He speaks broken Italian, which 
is okay, since the class is Learning English and Shecky is the 
“substitute” teach. 


Shecky bumbles and fumbles, but gets on about The Devil’s 
task: Teach Italian kids a string of English curse words. The 
kids recite profanity for rote, and a janitor, outside the class, 
hears but cannot believe. Mamma Mia! 


Nearby, The Devil stands in an alley, laughin’ his ass off. 
He’s accompanied by an older Japanese guy with snow white hair, 
like an elderly Mr. Sulu. 


Holy Peanut Butter, it is George Takei! 


Anyway, the two talk. It’s clear the Japanese man is God. 
Him and The Devil have a little wager running: God thinks Shecky 
is of strong moral character, and will overcome. Well, 
eventually. But The Devil is sure Shecky won’t cut any mustard 
Sulu, er, God reminds The Devil that he’s made the mistake many 
times of thinking good people are weak, when they’re actually 
just shy. 


Devil says Shecky’s dumb as a baseball bat, period. Then he 
asks God for some chewing gum. God obliges. Old pals, these two. 


Later on, Shecky leaves the school. He’s met in the foyer by 
The Devil, who says to fly back to the States and wait for 
instructions. Shecky’s scared, feels bad about teaching little 
kids naughty words. The Devil laughs, hands Shecky a 1st Class 
plane ticket, sends him away. 


In the background, little Italian kids yell profanity at 
passersby. The Devil smiles, winks at the sky. 


Back in the US of A, Shecky’s in his apartment, dejected. 
The grandma and kid downstairs have moved-out, too. Shecky walks 
to the Sugar Luvin’, tries a chat with Candy. At first she’s 
cold, but her feelings still peek a little. 


Shecky invites her down to the corner soda shoppe. She 
agrees. She’1ll meet him there in ten minutes. Shecky leaves, 
walks that way. En route he see The Devil flying through the sky 
overhead, but in a standing position, like he’s waiting for a bus 
or something. The Devil waves at Shecky, flies off. 


At The Ice Cream Clown ice cream shoppe, Shecky and Candy 
sit in a booth. A wacky-looking clown waiter plops-down a dessert 
between the two: A gigantic, towering basket of ice cream, 
complete with little flaming cherries all over, like a crazy Xmas 
tree. The clown sings, “All the children gatherin’ round, 
grabbin’ a spoon for the Ice Cream Clown!” 


Shecky, in a rare moment of power, tells the clown to get 
the hell outta there. The clown runs-off, faking tears and miming 
a bawling session, but then he shakes his fists like ROCKY IX. 


Both Candy and Shecky have to talk at each other around the 
obstacle of the ice cream tower. Shecky tells Candy what’s up, 
Candy don’t believe a word, thinks he’s fibbing to try and make 
her feel better. She’s very confused about Shecky, afraid he’s 
involved in something awful bad to have gotten big money like 
that. And all this time she thought he was just a humble, lovable 
Folder Counter. 


Shecky tells her he’s the same old guy he used to be, but 
he’s in trouble and needs her help. She wants to believe him, 
but... Shecky doesn’t know what to do. The ice cream is meltin’ 
and starts to slide. 


Shecky begs her to help him find a way to trick The Devil. 
She thinks Shecky’s crazy. She leaves. As she does, the ice cream 
tower collapses and splashes Shecky with glop. The Ice Cream 
Clown waiter arrives on cue, laughs like a dancing jackal. 


Shecky’s dreaming again: He’s on a big cookie sheet going 
into a super-fiery oven. He is, in fact, a big ol’ cookie, with 
only his head, hands and feet exposed. The other cookies on the 
sheet all have faces: Osco Gluteus. The faces turn to Shecky. As 
the sheet enters the flaming oven, the other cookies laugh their 
Osco cackle. Shecky burns, screams crazy. 


Shecky wakes-up. He’s in his room, at night. The Devil 
kicks-back nearby, wears Bluetooth headphones. The Devil sees 
Shecky’s awake, pulls his phones. “Love Foo Fighters.” The Devil 
gives Shecky his next assignment: Steal a suit of armor from the 
Metropolitan Museum of Art. The Met, even. 


“Suit of armor?!” Yes, The Devil wants a little sundry item 
for his Park Avenue penthouse. 


Shecky don’t get it. This all seems dumb. The Devil tells 
him this is just a build to the third and final task. And really, 
the third task is what the game is all about. 


The next day, Shecky mopes around his apartment, talks to a 
ragged-looking mouse that runs up and sits near him. 


Shecky makes another try with Candy at the Sugar Luvin’. He 
stands outside the door and waves to her. She comes up and turns 
the CLOSED sign around. Hah! Bet you never seen that before! 


Shecky’s in a diner, The Pig Hats. A waitress slops-down a 
burger and salad. The place is a normal-looking low rent 
restaurant, and she’s a normal waitress...beside the fact that 
she wears one of those fake “piggy” noses. The waitress says 
she’s leaving, and asks Shecky to pay. It’s $17.76. 


Shecky opens his wallet...finds a 20. 


In walks The Devil. He says the time has come: Shecky will 
finish chow and be about his business. Of course, Shecky’s 
talking to a make-believe buddy, far as the diner’s concerned. 
Shecky says he wants Candy to like him again. The Devil says 
that’s not part of the deal. 
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But if Shecky finishes the next two assignments, he’1ll think 
it over. He asks Shecky to lean in close now, and listen to 
what’s gotta happen tonight. 


Shecky’s in The Met, and the whole sequence is a spoof of 
MISSION IMPOSSIBLE. Hilarious circumstance as Shecky plays the 
tough guy, failing miserably, all the while trying to outwit an 
80 year-old, hard-of-hearing pair of guards...who also happen to 
be twins. 


Shecky eventually scores the suit of armor, makes his 
getaway while he wears it, except for the foot boots. He runs 
down 5th Avenue. Barefoot. Quite a sight, even for NYC. 


Shecky arrives a The Devil’s penthouse, delivers the armor. 
The Devil ain’t happy about the loss of the feets, but 
nevertheless the piece will go nicely in the hall, as planned. 


Next task: Christmas. Shecky has to steal the cash collected 
for a large Christmas dinner planned for orphans. The event is 
very public: the loss of the money will cause plenty o’sadness 
and grief. With the timing of the grab, it’1ll be too, too late 
for anyone to make things better. A devilish plan, indeed! 


Shecky outright refuses, so The Devil gives him a taste of 
Hades: Shecky’s instantly transported to a burnin’ ring of fire, 
Situated in a pool of lava bordered by black shores with flames 
squirting. And yeah, Johnny Cash’s famous tune plays over. Adding 
to the misery, mean little mini-devils run amok and they stab 
mischievously at Shecky with funny-lookin’ tridents. Shecky is 
obviously in pain, screams that he’1ll be good. 


Shecky’s instantly back with The Devil. One of the little 
trident devils accidentally transports back, and it still pokes 
at Shecky. The real devil shoos the punk away, sends it back ina 
puff of smoke. 


Now, then: The Devil gives Shecky a set of plans that show 
where all the charity drops will be. Various department stores, a 
couple private residences, even a police station. All the boxes 
look the same: A yellow wooden thing marked with logos. The Devil 
will wait outside each target, just to make sure Shecky’s on 
schedule. After Shecky hits the last building, The Devil will 
await Shecky’s delivery at his penthouse. 


Shecky leaves. Man is he in a funk! 
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The next day at 6 AM, Shecky catches Candy opening Sugar 
Luvin’, pleads with her to help. He tells her The Devil’s making 
him do something really bad, anda lot of little kids aren’t 
going to have Christmas this year. Candy warns Shecky to stay 
away: She’ll call the police if he shows again. Shecky cries, 
leaves, sits outside. 


It dawns on him. The wallet! 


He goes back into the store, Candy starts to call the cops. 
Shecky scoops-up some chocolate, goes to the register. As Candy 
is ringing him up, she’s also talking on the phone, telling 
police what’s going on. 


She’s put on hold, the cash register wants $3.20. Shecky 
opens his wallet....four one-dollar bills. He hands it over, 
shows her the emptied wallet, and before Candy can give him 
change, he goes and gets more chocolate, which she annoyedly 
rings-up. He repeats this process til Candy is finally on the 
phone with a cop who listens. Then she gets it: The wallet keeps 
making more and more money! 


She slowly hangs up, can’t believe her eyes. She rings-up 
$2000, and bang, Shecky’s wallet produces. 


Now she’ll talk. They sit at The Pig Eats. Shecky shows 
Candy the plans, and she’s sure there’s some way to fix the mess. 
She wonders if they could just call the charity and have them 
hide the cash boxes. That way there’s nothing to steal. Shecky 
reminds her that The Devil won’t care: If the boxes ain’t in 
place, Shecky’s got nothing to grab. And then it’s flames-ville. 


Shecky’s distracted by a guy across the diner, who’s 
scanning an empty table that’s got a finished meal and a $5 tip. 
The guy swipes the tip, but before he can get away three pig- 
nosed servers converge and whack him silly with rolling pins and 
frying pans. 


Shecky smiles wider and wider. He’s got it! He yells and 
jumps, attracts attention. Candy wants to know what’s up. Shecky 
tells her to meet him at the Sugar Luvin’ in an hour. 


Shecky goes and visits The Devil, wants to clarify a few 
things. Shecky asks if it matters how much money is in the boxes. 
What if one is empty? 
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The Devil says he knows the approximate figure, because it’s 
usually close to the same each and every year. Damned do-gooders. 
Shecky confirms that once The Devil has the boxes, all will be 
right? “Absolutely.” Shecky isn’t sure. How can he believe? 


“There’s a certain other gentleman who won’t allow me to 
crawfish. He’s a tough house, as they say.” Shecky is fine with 
that. The Devil reminds him to rest-up because tonight’s the 
night. “Tonight?!” Oh, yes. Change of plan. The Devil was just 
about to go out and tell Shecky, but he delivered himself, so... 


“Meet me at precisely 10:30 PM.” Shecky dashes from the 
penthouse. God appears from a doorway, stares at The Devil. The 
Devil grins. “You’re gonna lose this one, old boy.” 


“It’s not over yet,” says God. “He’1ll prove you wrong.” 


“Goodness and self-preservation are old enemies,” says The 
Devil, smiling. “Would you like a Nespresso?” 


“No, and you shouldn’t have promised Shecky anything about 
Candy falling in love with him. That’s well outside your job 
description, chum.” 


Devil grins. “Well. You sure about the Nespresso?” 


Later, Shecky hooks-up with Candy, says the plan is good but 
not possible. No time! Candy says she’ll help. But what’s the 
plan? Shecky’s wants to build fake boxes. He’1ll hide the boxes 
ahead of time and grab those instead of the real ones! Shecky 
will use the wallet to put money in the boxes and beat The Devil! 


Candy says she’1ll personally place the fake boxes. But wait, 
they don’t even know what the boxes look like! Off they go. They 
use phone cameras for pix of one of the boxes at a grocery store. 
They get wood, hammers, nails, paint. They build seven boxes. 
Damn, they look like the real deal! 


10:30 is near. Shecky’s worried the plan won’t work, but 
Candy’s in for the haul. No time for her to hide the boxes, so 
she’ll sneak and hand ‘em off to Shecky as he hits each building. 


“Whoa! That’s dangerous! What if he sees you?” Candy says 
they’1l just have to wing it, and with that, she gives him a kiss 
and is off into the night, a car full of yellow boxes with her. 
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Off Shecky goes, to meet The Devil. He does, raids the first 
building afterward. The whole operation is smooth except for the 
last joint, Precinct 13. The desk cop there (looks like John 
Carpenter) immediately notices Shecky with the charity stuff, 
grabs him on the spot. 


Shecky’s arrest is on. But in comes Candy, dressed like a 
nun! She assures the officer that this nice young man is 
authentic. The cop softens-up, believes her, does a sign of the 
cross. She asks Shecky to be on his way. 


Shecky goes to the Sugar Luvin’, waits for Candy. Shecky’s 
lit: Their plan worked, he got his girl, everything’s gonna be 
just fine! He fantasizes about filling the boxes with money out 
of the magic wallet, just him and Candy at the Sugar Luvin’. They 
lovingly place each bill into the boxes, hand in hand, staring 
into one-another’s eyes with Barry Manilow over. 


Then Shecky’s in a ticker-tape parade, riding through 
downtown New York on a float the shape of a charity box. The 
Devil is stuck beneath Shecky’s right foot, and Shecky beams like 
the gladiator who won the bout. Huge crowds cheer. 


But now IRL: Devil appears. Shecky’s shocked, thought he 
wanted to meet at the penthouse. Devil says he needed some air, 
so away they go. Shecky’s in big trouble and he knows it. The 
boxes are empty! Shecky sweats, babbles excuses for having to go 
home. Him and The Devil arrive at the penthouse, anyway. The 
boxes are counted by Shecky. The Devil doesn’t much care. 


The Devil, does, in fact, approach the boxes several times, 
has a look. And each time he does, Shecky thinks sure as hell The 
Devil will know. But as promised, The Devil waves a hand, and all 
is forgiven. Shecky can’t believe it. “Just like that?” Just like 
that. Shecky bolts out the door. 


Shecky gets back with Candy. They hug and all. Victory! So 
after all this meshuggeneh Devil business, Candy winds-up loving 
Shecky, anyway. And he loves her. Off they go, holding hands. Aw. 


Back at Devil’s Penthouse, the ol’ Clooney devil has a bit 
of Scotch. How badly God lost this one! He goes to the boxes, 
lifts one. His face goes limp. He lifts another box. Empty. And 
another. Empty. The Devil rages, snorts fire and smoke and swears 
he'll get Shecky and the girl for this! 


14. 


Shecky and Candy walk along, lovers. Shecky talks about a 
cool future. He’s startin’ over. Somehow. They laugh. In the 
skies above, a fiery meteor hauls-booty toward them. They turn. 
To their horror the shooting-star rockets down, stops only feet 
from their saucer eyes. 


It’s The Devil’s fire-spitting head, but this incarnation is 
no smooth-talkin’ George Timothy Clooney. No, this is a bad-assed 
demon monster with fangs, stinky breath, eyes like molten steel. 
“You tricked me! And you fooled me! Well, my friends, now you 
will know wrath as you’ve never—” 


“Oh, shut up,” Says a voice. Out steps God Takei. The Devil 
turns his head. God tells The Devil he lost fair and square. The 
young man, with the help of the young lady, beat him handily at 
his own game. There will be no “wrath”. And in fact, The Devil 
has lost this bet and must now pay God in full. The Devil rants, 
screams, hollers, flails...but after his tantrum, says, “Oh, all 
right,” and disappears. 


God turns to the pair, says his thanks and bids them happy 
times. In a puff of pink smoke and silver sparkles, God is gone. 
Shecky and Candy mutually faint. 


The next day, or whenever: Shecky’s employed at the Sugar 
Luvin’. He takes inventory of the candies. He and Candy have some 
food afterward, at The Pig Eats. They talk about what’s happened. 
They affirm their powerful mighty love. Shecky’s worried about 
not having any money til his first check from the candy store, 
but Candy says they’1l think of something. The bill comes, it’s 
$12.50. Shecky wants to try something. He opens his wallet, finds 
a ten and a five. They’re both surprised. 


Meanwhile on the other side of town, we got ourselves a 
department store Santa with visits from eager kiddies. This Santa 
seems real grumpy and sour, and then we see why: It’s Clooney 
Devil, paying his debt to God. 


The kid on his lap says. “Santa, you smell like a butt.” 
Devil Santa says, “Oh, yeah?” Kid says, “Yeah!” 


In a flash the kid’s looking at a bearded monster with 
slithering forked tongue. The kid runs-off without a sound. Devil 


Santa gets the last laugh. 


This Here is The End. 


